HELEN REDEEMED
Besought   him,   but   her   voice   made   no'
demands,
Only her haunted eyes were quick, and prayed, " Ah, not to fall through me!"
" By thee," he said, " The deed is to be done."
She droopt adown
Her lovely head ; he heard her broken moan, " Have   I   not   caused   enough   of   blood-^
shedding, And  enough  women's  tears ?     Is not  the
sting
Sharp enough of the knife within my side ? " No more she could.
Then he, " Think not to avoid The lot of man, who payeth the full price For  each  deed done,  and riddeth vice by
vice :
Such is the curse upon him.    The doom is By God decreed, that for thy forfeit bliss In Sparta thou shalt pay the price in Troy, Dishonour for lost honour, pain for joy ; By what hot thought impelled, by that alone Win back ; by violence violence atone. If by chicane thou fleddest, by chicane Win back thy blotted footprints.    Out again With all thine arts of kisses slow and long, Of smiles and stroking hands, and crooning
song Whenas full-fed  with   love   thou   lulledst
asleep ;